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Mississippi . mtilljl
Tlic Wretchedly Planned M River

Expedition.

"WALLOWING IN MUD.'

The Squadron Caught in a Very
Tight Place.

INGENIOUS EESCTJE.

Deepesrate Fighting in Retreat-
ing Down the River.

BY V. JC XK3HAEL, I.ATE OF THE XAVY.

YL
22TE BED BIVER EXPEDITION.

.
i HE participation of a

' part of this squadron
.

111 me lamous lieuJ&a p River Expedition furaor; awha nishes a chapter in
naval history that is
not a repetition of any
previous experience.

AS fW X 3 1 V j'There was anxiety on
the part of the Gov- -

4Wifmrl 1-- 3 V ; eminent to get controlm?m&j t of Mohile and Texas,S7 iST"
on account of consid

erations of public policy not wholly uncon-

nected with the French invasion of Mexico
in Jane, 1663. Farragut turned his atten-
tion to Mobile, aud the Red River Expedition
was understood to be in some way not cal-

culated to establish that kind of supremacy
to any considerable extent It proved itself
the supreme fiasco of the war, and made a
fearful draft on Yankee genius in devising
ways and means for getting out of scrapes.

But for Gen. A. J. Smith, Lieut-Co- l.

Bailey and Porter, the hare probability is
that Banks would he somewhere in that
locality now, and the wreck of Porter's fleet
would be pointed out as a monument to mil-

itary folly rarely if ever equaled.
Porter took his ironclads above the falls at

Alexandria against his better judgment,and
had not A. J. Saaith been with the expedi-

tion he would have utterly refused to do so.
Porter had confidence in Smith and was

Satixg the Fleet.
willing to co-oper- ate with him, as he was
always with Grant and Sherman. Smith
and Porter agreed perfectly in their opinion
of the expedition that, as it was being con-decte- d,

it was a stupendous farce and a dis-

grace to the Government
EA2Ki6"8 WAGOX-TXAI- K CHARGED A2TD TnE

130KCL.ADS WALLOWING IX MUD.
"While Franklin and Emory were forcing

their way through Banks's panic-strick- en

wagon-trai- n to get at the pursuing enemy
at Pleasant Hi! I, the gunboats were wallow-
ing through the mud and bush wacking their
way toward Shreveport As aa illustration
of the experience of the gunboats for sev-

eral days ia succestnou, we will give their
fight with Gen. Green's command at a point
100 wiles balowShrereport Several trans-
ports and a gunboat were hard aground, and
a nuatber of other boats were pulling at them
to get them afloat, when 7,000 rebels, with
artillery, attacked them from the west bank
of the river, a few rods away. The gun-
boats replied as soon as they could, and in
about two hours drove tbe enemy off, kill-
ing TOO of his mefl, including their com-
mander. The canister and shrapnel thrown
from the heavy guns of the boats into
the dcaae ranks of the enemy, massed
on the bank and just back of it, proved
awftilly destructive. The next day the
enemy wade a similar attack on the boats
from the other side.

The Easiport, one of the best of the iron-dad- s,

grounded hopelessly, and had to be
blown up; the river began to fall rapidly;
the enemy was hanging the boats right and
left whe titey could hardly defend tbeni-fcelve- a,

on account of the high banks; tbe
tlnclad Cricket was knocked all to pieces
and captured, and the other light drafts had
been severely handled; the ironclads had
floundered through the mud for days, and
Banks, after fiddle-faddlin- g to his heart's
content, was anxious to get out of the cou-
ntryin fact, all hands were willing to get
oat "When they got down as far as Alex-
andria, as was expected by Porter, not a
vessel oould be run over the falls. Here
was a pretty kettle of fish. The river would
not rise for months, Banks said his forage
was nearly gone, and that he could not wait
many days on the gauboats. Things looked
bine for the navy. Relief came through the

GKKIU6 OF LIKCT.-OO- L. BAILEY,
who proposed to raise the water on the falls
by a system of dame. Ten thousand sol-
diers and the entire naval force, under this
officer, lent witting hands, working in water
up to their waists, to complete the work
within the few days given them by Banks,
whose uneasiness to get away increased day
by day. The dam was completed, and the
water had risen high enough to let the boats
over, when it gave way. Nothing daunted,
Bailey and his willing helpers went to work
bniiding wing dams, aud before certain offi-

cers high in command had done lamenting
over tbe catastrophe the new dams were
thrown out and the fleet saved.

The water on the rapids was raised six
feet, and, ooasideriag the few days in which
the work was completed and the difficulties

overcome, it was, as Porter characterized it,
a most marvelous piece of engineering.
Bailey received the thanks of Congress and
was promoted to Brigadier-Genera- l, all of
which he richly deserved for his great serv-

ices to the country.
"While our army was lying at Alexandria

the enemy, by a spirited manuver, got by
and planted a powerful battery on the bank
below. Two light-draft- s, the Covington and
Signal, started down the river with a con-

voy of transports. They were surprised by
the battery and sharpshooters and, though
they made a gallant fight, were so badly
handled that one was captured and the
other was abandoned by her crew and set
on fire to keep her from falling into the
enemy's hands. This was the last effort of
the enemy to obstruct the river. The army
and fleet soon moved down, and the enemy
gave them a wide berth. On the 20th of
May, 18G4, while the army was returning,
Gen. Banks was relieved by Gen. Canby,
and the remarkable expedition was over.

ADMIRAL LEE TAKES COMMAND.

Duriug the Summer Admiral Porter was
relieved, Capt Pennock taking charge until
November, when Acting Rear-Admir- al Lee
took command. He found the squadron in
such admirable shape and so well organized,
and its work so nearly done, that his new
command entailed comparatively little labor
or responsibility.

Guerrillas and light detached bodies of
rebels continued to operate along the banks
of the .Mississippi, Cumberland, Tennessee
and White Rivers, greatly to the annoyance
of unarmed transports. The Red and Yazoo
Rivers were effectually blockaded by the
gunboats, though not traversed. The other
rivers named were constantly patrolled by
gunboats until the close of hostilities.

The squadron was kept busy with this
kind of duty, for it seemed that every Con-

federate command had detached large num-
bers of desperate men, full of dare-dev- il

spirit, and eager to rob somebody, nearly all
of whom had gathered along the rivers as
the safest and most promising field for their
nefarious work; but the gunboats gave
them little rest, and often inflicting the se-

verest punishment upon them. Sometimes
the gunboats were roughly handled by rov-

ing batteries, and in several instances tin-cla- ds

were destroyed by them. At Claren-
don, Ark., in June, 1864, Gen. Shelby plant-
ed a battery during tbe night bearing on the
Queen City, and at break of day fired into
her as she lay at anchor, with most of her
crew in their bunks and hammocks. She
was completely disabled, and that part of
her crew who failed to escape by swimming
to the opposite shore were taken prisoners.
Before Shelby could remove the heavy guns
cf the captured vessel he was compelled to
blow her up, by the sudden appearance of
the Tyler and two light-draft- s. These
boats immediately attacked him and
BLEW HIS GUNS CLEAE OUT OF THE WOEKS,
killing and wounding many of his men.
The loss of the boats, however, in the engage-
ment was nine killed and 27 wounded and
one boat disabled.

The main course of the war in the "West
had now drifted away from the Mississippi
Yalley to the region south and southwest of
Nashville, embracing southern and eastern
Tennessee and northern parts of Georgia
and Alabama and Mississippi. This gave
the tinclads on the Tennessee and Cumber-
land more work to do. In an engagement
with Gen. Forrest in October near Johns- -

ville, on the Tennessee, after a desperate
fight, the Undine, Key west.Eifin and Tawah,
light-draft- s, were burned to keep them from
falling into the hands of the enemy. Had
they been able to .hold out a few hours lon-
ger thcarrival of Gen. Schofield would have
relieved them. But they had fought the
enemy, who had heavy rifled pieces planted
above and below them, till their last round
of ammunition was gone, aud the only thing
left for them to do was to burn the boats
and escape to the opposite shore from the
rebels.

On tho 24th of October, 1864, a superior
force of rebels attacked Gen. Granger, who
was stationed with a small force at Decatur,
Ala., above the Muscle Shoals. The garri-
son defended itself heroically, but the enemy
had gradually forced it to the point of sur-
render, when the little tinclad Gen. Thomas
arrived and drove the rebels off with con-
siderable loss.

In December, 1864, the rebel army under
Hood moved against Nashville. The Caron-del- et

and five light-dra- ft gunboats hurried
to the support of our army. The enemy
planted a battery of four er rifles
four miles below the city, on the river. After
a severe fight the gunboats silenced this
battery and drove the encampment back.
But other batteries were planted the follow-
ing night in more advantageous positions,
and fbr days the gunboats had plenty of hard
fighting. Two batteries while fighting the
uoats were surprised and captured by the
cavalry. Thus the gunboats moved up and
down the river, thwarting Hood's plans and
harrassing him in such a manner as to aid
Gen. Thomas very materially. For 30 days
and nights the officers and crews of the ves-
sels had very little rest, so constantly were
they called upon to head off Hood in his
efforts to escape. But for the almost-impassab- le

roads and the inability of the
gunboats to get above the Muscle Shoals in
the Tennessee, the bulk of Hood's army
would have been captured. Gen. Thomas
wrote a letter to Admiral Lee thanking him
for the efficient of the gunboats.

On the 14th of August, 1865, Admiral Lee
was relieved, and the Mississippi Squadron
as an organization ceased to be.

lTheEnd.1

A Merited Kelmke.
IXew York Bun.

Father (whom Bobby has induced to take
him) Now, Bobby, I don't quite understand
this. If the man who throws tho ball fails to
hit tho club after three trials, docs that put tho
umpire out?

Bobby Pa, do you remember why you sent
mo to bed last night at 7 o'clock?

Father Why, n-n- o.

Bobby It was for asking foolish questions.

A FABLE VITH A MODERN

The Ox and the Gnat. A weary Ox was travailing under a heavy Load, which was almost too great for his Strength, when a Gnat,
which was Disporting itself in the Air, settled upon one of his IIorn3.

"My dear Fellow," buzzed the Gnat, "excuse the Liberty I take. I perceive now you are very Weary, and as I am doubtless Heavy,
I'Will relieve you, and go at once and rest on that Poplar."

"Stay or go, it makes no Matter to Me," replied the Ox; "Were it not for tho Buzz made I should not have known yon were there."
JSsojfs Fables.

THE DRAGOON'S SABER.
A Ballad of tlio Day Md'hcrfion Fell.

BY EDWIS A. WEXTY, OEEGOK, HO.

The scene of this poem is located nt Augusta,
Ie.; bchiy suKRested by an incident occurring

thereat the meeting of Gen. Logan with James G.
Bluitic during the campaign of 18&1.

In n quaint Uew England village,
- Where tall maples line the street,
'Neath whose leaves the June day's sunshine

Falls a molten, glimmering sheet;

Where the Kennebec's soft waters
Sweep ulong, a silver thread,

Through whe-- e meadows, rich with clover.
Lowing herds are daily led ;

There beneath the maple's shadow
Stood a homestead old and gray,

"While o'er, windows, door and casement
Climbing vines in clusters stray.

And within the open doorway
Struggling sunbeams softly fall,

Till Ihi'y touch n dragoon's saber
Hanging on the further wall.

Gleams the blade of polished metal,
As the sunbeams o'er it roam,

Strange adornment, say you, surely,
For that peaceful cottage home.

Near the window, in an arm-chai- r,

Sits a man of iron mold,
Though the storm of seventy Winters

Have on form and feature told.

The blood of men who fought with Knox
Coured In the old man's veins,

He came of good Green Mountain stock,
Whose limbs ne'er bent to chains.

And 'twas paid that Andrew Warner
Had faced death in every form

In the march, and siege, and pioket,
In the battle's deadliest storm.

He had fought at Cerro Gordo,
And had charged at Monterey,

And when boomed the guns of Sumter
He wa3 ready for the fray.

Under Grant at Chattanooga
He had stormed the cloud-cappe- d ridgo,

aiiu nau rooc wmi sireignt's oatlaliona
O'er the Chattahoochee bridge.

With the rock of Chickamauga
He stood that Autumn day,

When the bleeding corps of Thomas
Held the rebel horde at bay.

By the veteran sat his grandchild.
While he smoothed her tangled hair,

When the echoes of a bugle
Floated on the Summer air.i

Followed by the boom of cannon
And the trump of many feet.

And a throng of cursing people
Fill the old New England street.

"What means thU?" Tho veteran's grandchild,
Answering, caught the street's glad strain," Why, they say that John A. Logan
Greets to-da- y the Man of Maine.".

Trembling rose the aged soldier,
Gazed he lixedly and long

On a titll, commanding figure
Momgmid the hurrying throng.'

Murmured he, 'tis Gen. Logan,
1 would know him anywhere,

With Ijh grand and stalwart figure,
Ana uis courtly, martial air.

Fainter grew the strains of muilo
And the tramp of hurrying feet.

Till at lust the usual silence
Fell upon the village street.

Then the old man loft the window,
Took the child upon hU knee,

And upon his rugged features
Trace of tear-dro- you could see.

Broke the child the solemn silence,
Clear her words as soft they fall :

"Tell me how you won the saber
Hanging on the cottage wall.

" Not of Champion Hills or Vicksburg,
Where you bore yourself so well ;

Tell mo how you fought with Logan
On the day Mcl'heraon fell."

" Why, my child, I've often told you
Of the habcr and the day ;

Would you like again to listen
How was won the bloody fray?"

" Ye," plead the child. Tho veteran's foo
Beamed on her soft and mild,

IIU loot youth's fiery rpirit seemed
Itefleclcd in the child.

"Well, so be it. Listen, Nellie,
While the stirring tale I tell

Of the scenes that July morning
When Hood's line upon us fell.

"The night before, in Logan's tent,
The battle had been planned:

How on tho left McPherson's corps
Should Hood's advance withstand.

"The center Blair's Brigales should bold,
'Ere dawned the morning light,

While ou the right bold Logan's men
fauoulu early lorce tne light.

" The bugle called, nt early dawn
Our battle-lin- o was formed;

Tvvus whispered that the breastworks near
By Hood would soon be stormed.

" The caissons of the batteries
Shone black as rose the sun;

Grim cannoneers in uniform
Stood each beside his gun.

"The bayonets of the infantry
Gleamed briKhtly rank In rank.

While the dragoons and mounted men
Were ranged upon the flank.

"Tho boom of Logan's heavy guns
Comes faintly to our ears,

When suddenly along our front
A. thread of gray appears.

"Then comes a crash of musketry,
Aud then our cannons roar,

And on the swiftly-movin-g ranks
A deadly lire we pour.

" Our volleys fierce and fiercer grew,
The tide of gray rolled on,

To melt in spray as do tho waves '
That dash the cliffc upon.

1
-

"McPhcrson's every nerve was strained -
To baffle Hood till night,

For Blair had failed to till tho gap
That opened on our right.

"Thus we fought from early sunrise,
And had barely held ur ground,

While the heaps of dendand dying
Told how fierce the flght nround.

"At last their charge brglns to tell,
Our columns sway and rock,

The lines that stood so lrm siuce dawn
Yield slightly to the shock.

" A courier reined his panting steed
Whore our brave Colonel Blood,

And said, McPherson dying lies
In yon narrow strip of wood.'

" So low the words you scarce would think
The oflicer had Ijeard,

And yet the murmur down the ranks
Showed our wliolii c was stirred. -

L

"In vain I saw the oujCra r"'
Appealing to the men ;

No human powcirfe'ou would bavo said,
Could hold them firm again.

"A battery of heavy guns
Was taken ou our left,

It seemed as if the wavuring lino
In twain would soon be cleft,

"When suddenly there comes u lull,
Aud then a burst of cheers,

And in that hell of death and shell
The master's form appears.

" A swarthy figure, powder stained,
Swift down the lino doth ride,

Beneath his charger's hoofs the dust
Marks e'cry swinging stride.

" The glittering star on shoulder-ba- r
The rider's rank shows well,

It needed not the wild huzza
That rent the air to tell

" ' Twsih Logan come in person
To save the waning day;

He abked no one to lollow
Save where he led the way.

" ' My comrades true your duty do,
Your leader's death avenge,

And bo the charging squadron's cry,
McPherson and revenge!

" ' Close up the ranks, in column charge,
"Upon yon battery v. heel.

Ride down those gray-cla- d cannoneers,
Give them a touch ofsteel.'

"They hear the gallant leader's voice,
The shuttered ranks reform,

The hoarse cry rolling down the ranka
Forbodes the coming storm.

" 'McPherson and revenge' the cry
as nasiiea our gintpring blades,

And at the charging column's head
Bode Logan and J1I9 Aids.

" Full thirty doubie-slfotte-
d guns

Play on the bronzed dragoons,
And good three thou jond muskets sweep

Their grim, compact platoons.
" Straight for the guns the columns swept,

In vain the cannons roar,
Fades cannoneers .and infantry

Like chaff from throshiiig-lloor- .

" My horac swept onward in the rush,
My eyes were llxdu" away

Upon a gold-lace- d color-guar- d

Dressed in a garb of gray.
" The flag was knotted 'round his waist,

His sword he waved on high,
The swath of dead about him showed

He well tiie blade could ply,

" A moment more our sabers crossed,
Then came the clash of steel;

I saw my focman backward start,
And in his saddle reel.

" But, child, he was a swordsman true;
His blade had grazed my hair,

While mine had cleft his temple through,
And laid his skull-bon- e bare.

" I grasped the blood-staine- d colors from
The trooper when he fell,

And heard the manly Uuion cheer
Above the rebel yell.

" ' Well done, ray gallant comrade,'
Tho words rang loudnud clear r

I turned, and saw that Logan
And his staff was ridfng near. -

" 'I wish that I full recompense
For such n deed could show,

But n full-Hedg- Captain's epaulets
Will grace that form I know.'

" Ho drew his sword from out his belt :
'Let this my own thanks tell;

I know that Capt. Warner's arm
This blado will e'er wield well.'

" I tried to thank the General
As he gave the sword to me,

But so full my eyes of joyous tears, -
I could neither fipeak nor see.

" At last I spoke, but Logan then
Wna dilblllnir tnllm FWwit.

His fiery spirit ne'er could rest,
Save at the battle's brunt."

Tho old man 6toopcd and kissed the child." My dear, my tale is done;
I've told you how in manhood's prime

Yon eaber, child, wus won."

The child looked up;" the eyes that e'er
Gleamed fiercest In the fight

Were fixed upon'her upturned face
With soft aud'iender light.

Tho foremari of a largo printing house ono
morning received the following note from the
wifoof one of thamen in his employ: "JPIcaso
eggscuse my husban' for not coming to work
to-da- Ho is ded." Chicago Ledger.

APPLICATION.

?JE3"SU3 1fi

JOE GALE.

BV CHAKLES 11. I101XO, MELTSVILLE, MD.

"There's a tramp at the door wonting something
to cat;

Tramps are plenty this season, I'm sure.
Shall I tell him to travel, or give him a treat?

It's sad to be crippled and poor."

"Let me look at the duffer before he comes in;
I never was partial to tramps:

Take the guild altogether, they're children of sin;
Aa a lot, about so many scamps.

" What n queer fish fie is I Take a look at that coat ;
It was made for a man half his size;

And that old vest he wore when he cast bis first
vote;

But ho looks n man squaie In tho eyes.

" He's wanting an nrm with the rest of bis wants;
He's as gaunt us n mule under-fe- d ;

But that look in his eyes still my memory baunta;
And he seems a bit off in his head.

"Strange! his face seems familiar; can itbel have
met

This odd-lookin- g genius before?
But I'll give him a seat while his dinner you get,

And I'll chat with his trampship some more.

" Lose your arm In the war ? " (All, that touched tbe
right string.)

"Yes, Boss, you guessed right the first time;
It was In the war that I lost my left-win- g.

And the stump isn't worth a half-dim- e.

"Which side was Ion? Why, the right aide, of
course;

Do I look like a traitor to you?
Though I'm only a tramp, and a cripple at that,

I am ready to die if I do.

" No, I fought for the Union, a glorious cause,
And I cherish it still as I ought,

Though it's smnll thanks I get for my trouble
to-d- ay ;

But it wasn't for thanks that I fought.

" 'Twos in old Tennessee, In the year 'sixty-two-.'

We had only been out a short time'
Had hardly got used to the harness you know;

All the same, we made Johnny liebs climb.

"At the Stone River battle you've heard of that
fight?

There yourself? Then I reckon you know
What a picnic it was, how from morning till night

We fought in the rain and the snow.

"'Twas the "3d Hoosiers to which I belonged,
Attached to brave ilarker's Brigade;

Wc started the fight about three hundred strong,
But we left half our men in the glade.

"On our flanks, in our front, like hornets they
swarmed,

And they got in their work like brave men.
Wc charged them they broke, then rallied re-

formed,
And charged us again and again.

"I got down to business, as well as the rest-- Till

a piece of a shell struck me here ;

"When 1 got on my feet, I thought it was best,
I took a bee-liu- e for the tear."

"Halt, comrade, right there: let me tell the rest;
You're dodging the best of the tale;

All i3 clear to me now your name's ea9y guessed,
You are K's gallaut Sergeaut, Joe Gale.

"And when on that field I lay panting for breath,
With a minic-bal-l wedged in my thigh,

With every fierce volley expecting my death,
In torture, yet fearing to die,

" 'Twos your powder-grime- d face that bent over
me,

With your shell-shattere- d arm by your side ;
With pain-whiten- ed lips that were touching to see,

To save the poor drummer you tried.

"And save him you did; I recall what you said,
Bight there in face of the foe:

'Why, a drum is no good if the drummer is dead,
And we've got to have music, you know.'

"Then tenderly lifting my form from the ground,
You bore mo safe back to the rear;

And from that day to this your face I ne'er found,
Though I've looked for it far and near;

"But now I have found you, let this bo your home ;
To me and the ling you were true ;

And while I've n ration, a roof, or a room.
Old comrade, I'lkdiarc them with you."

CAPT. McGINNESS, OF CO. Q.

BY ItOBEItT BLACK, CASCADE LOCKS, OBE.

"Who leads the charge?" the General cries.
Captain McGinness, of Co. Q;

Flash of battle in his eyes,
Bravest bum you over knew.

No turkey gobbled nt Capt. McGinness,
No daring rooster's clarion blew;

Well they knew their name was Dinnis
When they crossed the march of Co. Q.

Afar where the porker loved to wallow,
There the tattered banners flew ;

There you bet your bottom dollar,
Charged the braves of Co. Q.

They were the boys that pulled tho trigger,
They were the men of the Uuion blue,

Thrashed the Johnnies and freed the nigger,
Sherman's bummers, Co. Q.

Getting Heady for the Wedding.
Chicago Tribune.

Frugal young man (to object of his affections)
Darling, your fathor being a minister, per-

haps we'd better ask him to perform the cere-
mony for us. He wonld do it as reas in- - fact,
I prcsumo ho would think it an insult if I
should oflbr him anything er .

Object of his affections I dou'fc know. I
have ofteu heard papa say that he could always
tell by tho size of the fee what kind of an esti-ma- to

tho bridegroom put upon tho brido.
Frugal young man (uneasily) H'm ! Money

couldn't express it in my case, darling. All the"
wealth of tho world couldn't do it. But I've
got a second cousin, a Justice of tho Peace, that
will marry us for $2.

Boy Spy
T) Dixie.

Service Undsr the Shadow of the

Hangman's Noose,

QBITYSBTJRa

A Few of the Sights of the Sec-

ond and Third Days.

THE SHARPSHOOTERS.

Council of War at Gen. Meade's
Headquarters.

cepYjtianT, 1337.1

NE day of Gettysburg
sliould be enough.0 The battle ha3 been
fought over so often

Flji in the newspapers that
there is scarcely any-
thing new to be said.
Of course my experi-
ence was peculiar in
this, that I went as I
pleased. Regimental
history relates only to

the observations from one fixed point.
The evening of the first day it looked badly

enough to me, and if I had been Commander-in-Chi- ef

I think I shonld have changed tbe
base to a point a little farther away from
the rebels. I was defeated.'

There was one little episode I bave never
seen recorded. After the charge of Pickett,
on the third day, had failed, everything had
quieted down. Meade, accompanied by his
staff, went over the wall and rode along our
entire front from Cemetery Hill to the
Bound. Top3, receiving the cheers of the
whole army, or all that was left.

That was the only time I ever heard
music on a battlefield; then it was from a
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Dodging the SnAEPsnooxEEa

band in the woods at Little Round Top, that
played "Hail to the Chief."

I never hear that old tune nowadays on
these fancy parades but it brings up the
recollection of that great day, and causes
the cold chills to creep up and down my
spine.

I rode with Gen. Meade this day, to prove
which I will ask some of the survivors who
witnessed that event to recall a smooth-
faced boy on a lame horse that brought up
the rear of the dashing cavalcade. My nag
got hurt the first day, and I did not have a
chance to steal another, and as I was bound
to be on hand I had to ride my lame horse.

The General and staff always go at a
break-nec- k gallop, the staff tearing along in
the rear like a tail to a comet, so that in this
case I "got left" about a gunshot to the
rear, and because I so energetically spurred,
the lame horse to catch up, our boys behind
the stone wall gave me the laugh and some
cheers of derision. They were all feeling
pretty good just then, and were excusable.

One of the staff officers told me that we
had captured. Gen. Longstreet, and when I
got over among the Reserves I told this bit
of news, where it created a sensation.

I have never seen an account of that ride
along the line3 in print.

It is correct, though it may have been the
fourth day instead of the third. You will
find in the rebel reports of the battle that
Gen. Lee states that on hearing these shout3
and cheers from our army he thought It
meant an advance on his line, and he made
preparations to meet it. I think it was the
cheers for Gen. Meade that he heard, even so
distant as his headquarters.

I was on hand bright and. early the morn-
ing of the second day.

I was not in so much of a hurry to save
the day as I had been. I rode down the
same road I did the morning before, but I
went along more cautiously. There was no
booming of guns to be heard. Though
nearly 200,000 men had been gathered there
in the night, the surroundings the second
morning were decidedly peaceful, unusu-
ally quiet, as compared with the first morn-
ing.

A majority of people have formed an idea
that a battle is a continuous uproar from
daylight until dark, or during all of the days
on which it occurs. As a matter of fact,
the real fight is soon over one way or
another j fiiat is, the actual contest of the
larger bodies ends about as suddenly as a
collision on a railroad.

It is a long time beginning ; maybe the
picket-firin- g of the night previous is the first
indication; then will come the more frequent
clattering from the skirmish-lin- e, with an

occasional shoi from a battery; p&rfeaps it
ends with this.

I have nearly always noticed that the offi-

cers and men thought it had eadad,ad
were only suddenly awakeaed to the feet
that it had not by a tremendous boom from.
some battery that would nearly always be
discovered to be at some point they did sot
expect a hostile shot to eono from.

It may not be an agreeable thing to prist,
but, secretly, it has been my experiaae m a
battle that it was always the u&exfacted
that happened to our officers.

I came down the road straight towards
Cemetery Hill to find headquarters at
least that is what I started oat to reach. I
w stopped before I got up the hill by an
order from somebody to M Get eff that xoad.,r
I got off as directed, and weafc into a Kfctla
grove to the left and almost in the rear el

i' 'JAaljlfw'
"Ix Looks as Though SoxmrEr Was

Up, Don't I??
the Cemetery, where I had seen a group of
officers on horseback. I do not remember
who they were, but seeing that they did not
know anymore than I about the "prospect,"
which was just then the important qnestion,
1 tied my horse to a tree to find out some-
thing for myself. I proceeded to climb np
the crest of the hill on my hands and knees,
with all the humility, respect and caution
that I felt was due to the rebels. I wanted
to see them all once more very much, indeed,
but I did not care to have any of their sharp-
shooters discover me first. There were bat-

teries upon batteries, the horses of which
were down on the hill to the rear, in the
care of their riders. The artillerymen were,
of conrse, around their guns, bat most of
them were hunting places not too much
exposed. I did not see the line at first;
yon know the artillery is always be-

hind, or to the rear of a line of battle,
supported by infantry. Bound to see the
shape of one advance of that line of
battle, I went as far out as the very crest of
the hill nearest the Cemetery gate. When
I got that far I was paralyzed by another
yell from some unseen quarter to " Get down,
there I" I got down, and in that abject posi-
tion heard the voice explain, in not very
gentle tones, " the sharpshooters are on the
tops of those houses." The houses referred
to were so close that I could almost count
the bricks in the chimney-top-s.

There was a fellow, an officer, some dis-

tance ahead of me, standing behind a tree,
looking for all the world as ifhe was having
lots offun playing hide-and-se- ek with some-
one. I concluded to play too, and crawled
up to the base of another tree close beside
him. When I got behind that tree I felt
perfectly safe from an attack of the
whole rebel army. I was feeling so secure
in this position that I became bold enough
to stand to one side, that I might get a good
view of our fellows. I saw them lying down
or silently moving about behind that old
stone wall.

While I was intently gazing over the val-

ley in hopes of seeing the rebels, there was a
little " ping " noise near me, a sharp sting on
my face a3 if someone had thrown a hand-
ful of gravel at me. It was only some of
the bark of the tree, which had been dasied
into my face by a minie-bal- l.

I got behind the tree. I staid there, too,
standing up against it as stiff as a post, and
hugging it as close as its own bark. I wa3
afraid to turn my head either to the left 0

to the right. I had seen enough, andalS
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They; Would Not Let Me Thkougs
Their Line. "

down to the ground and crawled baek on all-fou- rs,

after the manner of the harlequin on
the stage. I found the headquarters, which
wa3 located not very lar from that spot, but
out of reach of any hiding sharpshooters on
the house-top- e at the upper end of the town.

During all that morning I was about
headquarters, trying to find out what in
thunder was up ; everything was so awfully
qniet.

In the early afternoon I sent a note ad-

dressed to Gen. Meade into the dingy littla
old shanty where he had his headquarters.
They were having a prolonged caucus. X
learnedthat it was proposed to send a detajj
of men to try to open up telegraph ea
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